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! THIS ATARTA THE ATORY
DY Sl N sistor,” man
ond UNowd of the family.' Poter
oyce, W long had secret loved
Y ”Sbm. unhappy, disoovers
ghat Peter loves hgr a lls in love
with him and soheh he aska her to go

(way with Aim ashe ocomaents. Affer
all arrangementa have bean made and
while the lovers are waiting, Allx

astions her siater about her married

fo, and whelher or nat she really in-
tends to lnave Martin, her Ausband,
Cherry and Peter plan fo elope, but
on the way Cherry fa anddenly con-
fronted by Martin, She tells himn that
#he ocannot refurs with him. Martin
oska Aliz who the man {a that {a
making love to Oh , and producing
o latter he says, “This fa from m /
mother. My aunt, Mra, North——
“We saw hore here a week or two
ago!” Alle soid as he pavsad.
AND HERE IT CONTINUESN
u“ra:bu she was in Pnrtlnnd: and saw
the folks," sald Martin, “And my
mother writes me this——" And after
a féw meconds of mearching. he read
from the lettar: ‘‘Bessle North saw
Che and Mrs. Joyece In Mill wvalley,
unr!rtrfyl was you 1 would not Ist Cherry
atay away too long. A wife's place in
with her husband, especlally when she s
ap pretty ns Cherry, and If Bessle Is
rr;ht. pomebody eise thinks she Is pretty,
too, and you know It doesn't !lko muech
to start people lalklnr. It 1sn't llke ahe
had a coupla of children to keep her
busy. Why don’t you bring her up here
and laave her wit purn and me wh!la_
you look over the Mexican proposition?

“That's all of that” sald Martin, fold-

in, T?m latter. Hep eyed JAllx* keenly.
“&.“. what do you think?' he asked,
triumphantly.
+ ] think that's n mean, wicked thlp:
to say!" she maid, indignantly. Na,
Martin," ahe sald, silencing him, as he
would have interrupted her, “I Know
she Is beautiful and young, apd I know
~=bacauss sha's told me—that you and
sha feel that your marriage s 0 mis-
take, but if you think—— s

“Oh, sha sald that, did she?"

'Pﬂn-fh usa that tone!" M'I_x ocom-
manded him qulickly. “She didn’'t blame

u or herself, excopt In that she dldn't
ﬁnn to my father. who thought she was
too young to marry any one! But If you
want to lose her, Martin,” Allx said, with
heat, “Just let her nuspect all this pett_)'
suspicion and neandal! Cherry's
proude—-"

“Now, look hers,” he sald, with his air
of assurance, "'I'm proud, too, And If I
don't choose to stand before the world
as a divorced man——-"

“Nobody's talking of divorce! Alix
hushed him. “But no woman would
atand having other women spy and sus-
pect——"

‘‘How about this Sewall!" he mut-
tered. “By Goorge, ahe had something
on her mind when sha met me today, She
was fussed, all right, and it wasn't all
the surprise of seeing me, elther, First
#ha wanted to telephone you—.thm rehe
fussed over your message—

"Cherry gets fluttered very easlly!"
Alix reminded him.

“Well, she was fussed all right this
morning. She sald not to mentlon It to
Allx, becauss she had promised that it
ahould go on time. T thought maybe she
meant that you wanted her to go hur;
self; no, ahe sald, a note would do——"

about!" Alix sald, puzaled,
“Your note!” Martin explained.
"What note! 1 didn't write any note.
Cherry telephoned——"'
“No,” he sald, patlently and perfunc-

salling! That wams all. She wrote it it
thera In time, 1 guess. Anyway,

“Oh!" Alix sald. “Oh———" ghe ndded,

P uIv good-by to any ona?"' she asked
ernelf, going back to the beginning of
he long day. Instinet warned her that
othing would be gained by sharing her
perplexity with Martin,

g !i\'e you my word that she haan't
betn flve minutes nlone with any one but
Peter and me!" alie sald, frankly, look-
mi into Mgrtin'gs eyes. "Now, ars you
satisfled 7

"Sure, .I'm satisfled!" he answered
"Ehe didn't go Into town to Iunch with
any one?" he asked.

No!" Alix sald, scornfully. “She al-
ways lunches with us! You don't de-
gsrve her, to talk so about her, Mar-
tin!" ahe sald, /

'"Well, I'm not anvbody's fool, you
know ! he asaured her. “All right, 1'li
taks your may-so for (t." Hes yawned,
"Troubla with Cherry ls, she hagn't
enough to do!" he finlshed, saplently,

B "I'm & poor person with whom to dis-
ouss Cherry!" Allx hinted, with an un-
smiling nod for good-night.

And she Juked at Cherry's corn-colorad
head, ten minutes later, with a thrill of
maternal protectlveness. Cherry was
avidently asleep, buried deap under the
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,Pj, lus army blankets, But Alix did not
Eet to nlaep that night.

" She did not even undrese. For It was

X while sitting on the side of her bed,

. ready to begin the process, that through

" her exeited and Indignant and whirling

. thoughts the first susplclon shot llke o

touleh of flame. '
"How dares Martin—how dares he!"
thoughts had run. And then sud-
ly she had paid: ‘““Why, she has seen
no one but Peter-—ahe has seen no one
but Pater |

L
i tell Peter all this when Martin
hag l:u:c.:! Ix gl:elﬂad. h“rfle'{'i b&r fiuri-
ous—hs adores arry-—he' L] ous
—MNe thlnk‘ that thera Is no one llke
PP

The words she had sanld came back
to har, and she sald them ngain, half-
aloud, with a look of pain and almost of
fear suddenly coming Into her oyes.

Pater adores Cherry A

And then she knew. Even while the
slok suspiolon formed Itself, vague and
menacing and horrible, in her heart, she
lmew the truth of it. And though for
hours she was to weigh it and measure
It to remember and question and com-
pare all the days and hours that she
and Pstar and Cherry had been to-
Esther; from the moment the thought
wis born she knsw that it was. to be
;It&::.r A8 an aceepted faoct for all time

For a few gaconds Allx folt {11, duzed.
and shocked almost beyond enduring
hs sat immavable, her eyes fixed, her
¥ held rigid, as & body might be In
the second before it fell after a bullst

ad cleanly plerced the heart,

Then sho put her hand to her throat,
lll‘lﬂ looked with a sort of terror at the
;mhl'lt figure of Cherry. Nobody must
'how—-lhut was  Alix's  first  olear
h""ﬂ“- Bhe was breathing hard, her
“‘;““ rising and falling painfully, and

e blood In her t;mp!u egan Lo pound ;
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r mouth w ry.

With & blind instinet for solituds she
. Nt quickly and silently from the slesp-
"¢ borch, and Into the warm sittin
‘:::m Ihe lamps were all extingulshed,
h l'thn fira wan atill burning, low and
?! » Where the hearts of the logs had
allen apart to show the flame,

: P & faw minutes Allx stood, with
I8 foot on the chain that linked tha
P'd brasw firedogs, her aelbow on the
'lrﬂ:ﬂ and her cheelc resting against

she whispared, almost audibly,
3 can't ba that! It can't be Cherr
¥ Peter—Oh, my God! Oh, my God,
he t) been that, all the time, that, all
time—und I never knew it—1 never

rgrnhmed fti"
® end of a log blazed up with a
:dfﬂ" bright flame, and in the light It
A8t about the quiet room Alix glanced
;P"ﬁully behind her.  Sllence and
4dow held the place;: the bedroom
0.0rl Wwers shut. The fugitive red
ﬂ?th picked out the backs of hooks
iz knew them all, had browsed over
" 1‘ shabby rows durlng a hundrad
hﬂdtr nights—touched ~ the green
A 4ded lampa, and the rosey that were
mpigdu:;lr peltl;rll. from the nrynl.lla[;
' 8 poliahed legs of the o
Ahogany table, o
othing  moved, nothing  stirred
TYthing in the littla mountain cabin
lth“ rest except the womun who steod,
i aching heart and feverish mind,
Ng her arm on the level of the low
ntel, and #taring with desolate eyes
fading heart of the fire,
Peter and Cherry! They have
Pome to care for emch other—they have
e to care for each other,” ahs sald
b hersalf, her thoughts rushing and
! .|‘! In mad confusion as she tested

ey le I N :
It can'y _&‘*131?«" ug‘;t T.mgmh,',&
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o gl N TR W“”‘ﬁ*‘:'* g

pore L8 = i
r S T oo i )

] hernelf in terror. "for what shall wa do

“T don't know what you'rs talking thoughts. *T thought

torily, “yoy wanted—Cherry—l0—aay— | gelf, sitting down in t
Kood-by—to—those—people—who— were | o 1og ngainst which her wild wilk had

fb:;'wfrd the girl say to rush it to the | other. But oh
at ' .

fHer tons betrayed nothing, but she was | haln 1t
horoughly at sea. “Did T ask Cherry|,p 1

—what ahall we do! Charry in love with
Peter. But Peter is my hosband—he I8
my husbanfe in & spasm of
rln sha mhut her eyes, and flung her
oad g If suMocating. The beating of
her heart frightened her. “I shall be
piek If T go on thin way!" ghe remind
hersalf. "And then they will know.
They mustn't know, But gﬂ.r-—-—"' she
whispered suddenly. "Peter, who has
llwl_rl bean so T:oﬂ to me—a0 ar-
ous ‘to me—and it was Cherry all the
time! Whils we wore up here, readin
and talking, and—" her ilps trembled,
~—and cooking,' she told herself, 'Mhe
wan thinking of Cherry—hs was aiways
thinking of Cherry! ven thomss years
Ago, when we usad to teass him about
the lady with the orinviines and ring-
lets, it wan she., But why didn’'t he as
her Instead of me?” wondered Allx, and
with an aching head, and a frowning
brow a hngm to plece It all together,

erribla Aruth roms triumphant|
from nil memorfes. Sometimen for a sec-
ond hops would flood her with almost
painful foy, but Inevitably ths truth ahut
down upon her again, and hops died,
and she realized afreah that sorrow,
stronger than befors, was walling to
Belze upon her again.

Sorrow and fear and pain, these
Wwrestled with her apirit, that apirit that

ad never known them before, She had
grieved for her father a few years ngo;
f#hs would always miss him and need
him-—perhaps never more than tonight.
Eut that was natural loss, softened by
everything that love and loyalty and
falth could give her, and this was a lfv-
Ing anguish, which wrung and twisted
her heart mors terribly with every in-
atant of its realization,

‘Well—I can’'t stand It In here!" Alix
sald, suddenly, The walls, the peacsful
room, seemad to smother and stifie her,
Sha crossed to the door, and opened it,
and slipped nolselessly oul into the night,
catching a cont from tfie rack as she
pasyed,

The night was wrapped In an ocean
fog, there was no moon and no stars,
but the alr was soft and warm. The
garden was so black that Allx, famillar
WIth every inch of it as she was, groped
her way confusedly between the wat
bushes and shrubs, Roses drenched her
with fog and dew, a wallflower spring-
Ing erect as she passed by sent n wave'
of velvety perfumas Into her face.

When she gained ths woods she mada
better progress, for under the at
shafts of the redwoods thers was little
gmwt.h. and the ground was unencum-
ered and almost as smooth as a floor.
With no goal In view. Allx climbed up-
ward, walking rapldly, breathing hard,
and frequently speaking aloud, as some
polgnant thought smote her, or standing
still, too slek with pain, under an un-
expected rush of emotion to move,

Sometimes some small woodland ani-
mal serambled nolsily through the dry
brush. In escape, and now and then an
owl, perhaps a mile awgy, broke the
allence with a mournful and mufMed ery.
Tiny squeaks and sleepy chirps from
birds and chipmunks recognized the dis-
turbance of a stranger's panssage through
the wood. and once the ugly snarling
of wildeate, always alert In the night.
sounded suddenly near, and then died
as suddenly away.

Of these things Allx heard nothing.
In a trance of fevertsh dread she went
on and on, trylng to escape from the
conviction that grew momentarily more
and more clear.

“He would have told me about it—
why didn't T let him!" ran Alix's
of msome older
woman, 1 don't know why—anyway, 1
didn’t care so much then. But I care
now! Peter, I care now' T can't give
you up, evén to Cherry. IL Ils nonsense
to talk of giving him ug." Allx told her-

¢ Inky dark, on

suddenly brought her, “for we are all
married people, and we all love each
I am sorry! I am ®o
sorry, Peter,” she whispered, as If she
wera speaking to him. “You couldn't
I know that. She s pretty
80 sweet, Cherry—and she turns to
you as If vou were her bi‘I brother!"”

She sat motionless, her hands clasped,
and ralged so that her cheek was presged
ngainat them. For a while she seemed
to have no thoughts: shs was merely
vaguely aware that the hands she had
plunged Into the pocketa of one of Pater's
old conts were scented with tobaces now,
nnd go reminded her of him. She pressed
them hard against her face, us If to ease
the pain of her forehead.

But the thoughts: exactly like a pain
brgan to creep back. With choking bit-
ternees It was upon her again, and she
got to her feet and went on

“What am T thinking about—it's ab-
surd! Can't people like each other, In
this world, just because they happen to
be married! Peter would be the first to
laugh at me. And Is It fair to Cherry
even to think that she would

"Oh, but it's trus!" the honester im-
pulse Interrupted. mercilessly. “It is
trus. Whether it's right or wrong, or
wenglble or absurd, they do love each
?":1”: that's what has changed them
oth '

And she began to remember & hun-
dred—a thousand—trifles, that mads it
all  hldeously clear, Words, glances
moods subtler than ether, came back
to her. Cherry's confusion of late, when
the question of her return te Martin
was ralsed, her Indifference to her In-
heritance, her restless talk during one
hour of Immediate deaparturs, and dur-
Ing the next of an apparsntly termless
visit: all these were significant now.

‘T am desperatsly uuhnrpy 1" Cherry
had sald. And immediately after that.
Alix reoalled wretchedly, had come &
brm; and apparently aimiess talk about
Alix's righta, and her eagerness to share
e b ot mimer, of

Cherry had been m , Oof course.
Allx knew her too well not to know with
what suffering she would admit that the
ona desira of her heart was for some-
th!nf to which Alix had the higher, if
not the stronger, claim,

“Foor Cherry!"” the older slater said
aloud, standing still for a moment, and
pressing both hands over her hot eyes.
"Poor lttla old Cherry—Ilife hasn't been
very kind to her! She and Poter must
ha an sorry and ashamed nbout this!
And dad would be 8o sorry ; of all thlng‘l
he wanted most that Cherry should be
happy! Perhaps.” thought Allx, *he
renlized that ehe was that sort of a na-
turs, she must love and be loved, or ghe
cannot live! But wny dld hs let her
marry Martin, and why wasn't he hers
to keep me from marrving Petar? What
nllrpeuhman‘—mesn wa'va mads of |t
alp 1"

As she used the term, she realized that

Cherry had used {t, too, this same eve-

ning, and fresh conviction was added to

;'ha great walght of conviction In her
eart.

“'Fhe wu-thlnklnkbf that" Alfx told
herself, "and It has been In Peter's mind
all thess weeks. Oh, Peter—Pater—
Pater!" nhe moanad, wrlth!nﬁ Ag the ory
escaped her. "“Why couldn't it have baen
me? Why couldn't it have been me? Why
couldn't 'you hava loved me that wav?
I know I am not sp pretty as Cherry,”
Allx went on, resuming her restless
walk, “and I know that those thin
den't seem to mean as much to me as to
most woman! But, Peter,” she wmald
softly, aloud, ‘no wife aver loved n man
more than I love you, my dear!" She
remambered some of his hnlf-lnul’hlﬂr‘
half-fretful reproaches, when he had told
her that she loved him much as she
loved Buck, and thar, in these respects,
she was no more than a healthy child
“I may bs & chlld,” sald All:.mf;llml:
that a dry me WkE OONEUM
heart, “hut :\““chlla can love! My dear
—my dear——

“I wish I eould cry.” she sald, sud-
denly, finding herself altting on & low
where low oaks met the forest and the
open meadows, and whers they had
often paused in mountain climbs to look
far moross the panorams of hills and
vally below., “But now we must face
this ﬁun‘ genmibly. What {a to be done?
They must not know that I know, and
In soma way we must got out of this
tangle, Even If Peter were freo, Cl‘llll!rl's
would not ba free,” she decided, “and
%0 the only thing to do Is to help them,
until it dles away.'

No wusplelon of the truth stabbasd
her, although she remembéred Martin
and his strange tale of u munre and
wondered about it mw little In her
thoughts, To whom had Cherry besn
wanding that telegram {f not to Peter?
And If to Peter, why had she not simply
telephoned? Beciause she had known
that Peter was not in his omcal because
she had been going to meet hlm some-
whore. But where! Well, at the boat.
Martin had heard her tell ths boy
that he must eatch that boat,
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PATHETIC FIGURES

“is By Fontaine Fox

it's the humility.

The young lady across the way says
it isn't the heat that makes us suffer,
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